2 Rookie Cops 


The first, my brother, 
eased through an unlocked 
back door of a New Haven 


money firm, drew his Glock 
at the sound of struggle, 


to see through a frosted 
partition, pinkly, the 


distinguished CEO's rear 
on ascent--this beat 


affirming, perhaps, that 
aspect of the business cycle 
to the newest bookkeeper. Other 


teachers had stressed differences 
between private and public 
affairs at the academy, there- 


fore my brother departed, se- 
Curing the door so a burglar 
would’t be scandalized. 


My friend on his first night 
investigating a lone car at 
2am, back of the Whitney 


Theater in Hamden: therein 
3 or 4 guys—impossible to tell 


which--were fastening some 
variation of a daisy chain. 


Get the fuck outa here or we'll 
kill you! one screamed. Whereupon 


my friend ran, unused to such naked 
hatred. But only for 20 feet or so. 


Hey! I'm the police officer! They 
should be doing the running! 


He pinched the four. The charge: 
Lascivious Carriage, Puritan throw- 


back law which covered any turn, 
from breaking wind 


before the mayor's wife to whatever 
our randy ancestors could come up with-- 


and if you lop the prissy history 
books from your reading, and look 


to court records, your 
jaw will, guaranteed, drop. 


